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had told; but there was so much more—the last great
campaign in Kiangsi, the Long March, the reunion of
the four main Red Armies in the North-west after so
many years. It is the most dramatic story, perhaps,
of modern times; and one of the least known.
I learned to know Agnes Smedley as a real person,
in these long evenings of coffee-fumes and tobacco-
smoke. I had imagined someone tremendously
dynamic and dehumanised: Agnes was dynamic
enough, but with it she was one of the most human
and lovable people I had ever met. All her judgements
were instinctive or emotional: she was the world's
best hater, but could be the most generous of friends.
It was her misfortune to have the direct honesty that
welcomes a fight in the open, but is peculiarly vulner-
able to slander or attacks from the rear. And these, it
seemed, she could never escape: for when a woman
writes her life-story as Agnes Smedley had written it,
all her cards are down.
The Chinese Revolution was in her blood. She
lived for this; lived herself for years under the terror
that lurks in the dark alleys of Shanghai, where gun-
men are cheap and only the boatmen's poles stir
the muddy waters of the Soochow Creek. She was a
foreigner; she claimed every privilege of an American
citizen, in a country where the foreigner makes his
own laws, if he has cruisers in the Yangtse to back
them up. And only this frank demand of a revolution-
ary for the same protection that is given to many
dubious ventures on the fringes of imperialism saved
her from a fate that many of her friends had not
escaped.
"What does human life mean in this country?" she
exclaimed to me once. "The Chinese revolution has

